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SEDOG GOOD / 


To trim and truckle now ts all the Faſhion, 


Ibis M=-r=y knows, and wou'd embroil the Nation - 
But ſure a faithleſs Scot can neer arraign 


True Engliſhmen, or Britiſh Honour ſtan. 
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s ſly od Lovar to the Towr was led, ; Eh: 
RA) After the ſentence on his forteit — n 

At his arrival, in a monſtrous hurry, 

| He met his back-triend, Secretary M--R--v. * 

Hold, quoth old Simon, whither” in ſuch haſte? . 
Let us confer a little on things paſt: | 

Ws How cam'ſt thou here? The honour. is too great, 
And Sour HWARK-GOAL would better ſuit thy ſtate. 
How could thy blund ring head e er make pretence 
To mix with Peers, and give in Evidence? — | © 
From Nor H ING ſprung, a baſe, and abject Thing / 
What could you hope for but a Hempen-String? 
Tho now you've chang d your tone and cry'd out quarter, 
No doubt you hope to ſhine in S- and Gerter. | 


JANUS. 

Rail on, poor feeble wretch l. my Plea's allow d, 

And my Surrender ſtands both firm and good. 
S TMG... 

Yes, you ſurrender d, when you could not ſcape, 
Tho you try'd Bribes, and varied ev'ry ſhape; 
The Lewis d Ort of which you robb'd your maſter, 
Has brought you fafe through all this fad diſaſter. 
Ah Fack! thou always wer't a ſhifting | Cur, ED 
Always a Villain, and yet ever poor; 

And now thy proper colours to diſplay, 


Thou turn'ſt InrorRMER, wretches to betray. 
B | JANUS; 


* 


—— — 


—— . — 


, 8 ane mw 
e tus than ſimply loſe my head, 


o pleaſure fools. when I am dead: 
Sophiſtry your prieſthood taught, 


all 
fee to what a Sentence you are brought. 
| », <-VTWUgHGY 
Without or brains or Wit you roſe a tool, 
Knowing your maſter's follies to cajole ; 
But ſoon he found you out: Now, turn'd adriſt, 
You cringe and change your fides, your laſt fad ſhift! 


)))) V 5 [F 
Ns Sit, Ane . © 
That I continued faithful to the laſt; 
But when all hopes were gone what could J do}; -:: : 
Sure then 'twas beſt e all the clue. 


Is SIMON. 
The ancient ron neatly hits the matter, 
« Who loves the treaſon always Bates the traitor” 
When moſt you think to riſe you'll ſooneſt fall, 
To no fide true, you'll ſoon be curs'd by all. 


|| : J A N U 8. 

See here a liſt of many names enroll'd, 

| || Who ve ſent us arms or aided us with gold; 

|. Some who were ' cloſe attendants on the throne, 

| | This faithful Scroll fhall to the world make known; 

| And ſince they durft not openly appear, | 
T'll thew them Knaves and Cowargs. as they are. 


SIMON. 

And fo by this you contributions raiſe, 
For None s a traitor, I ſuppoſe that pays.— 
Ah Jack, beware! thy flight too high is aim'd, 
Shall men of worth at thy reproach be blam dz = 
Why can'ſt thou think each M——r an aſs, IE 
That ſuch a low coptrivance cer ſhould pa? | 
Or men of ſenfe can ever think that choſe f 
Who had eſtates and characters to loſe, 
Wou'd truſt a Vagabond without a ſhoe, 
(As, Fack, you know that was the caſe with you) 
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With what concern'd them all much more than life.. 
And join with thee to ſtir up doubtful ſtrife? | 
Ah Jack, be quiet, tis much better far, 

Honeſt to hang, than mean untruths declare. 


JANUS. 
True to the cauſe which I at firſt eſpous'd, 
To ſave my Honour all muſt be diſclos'd. 


SIMON. 

Honour why, man, that word's turn'd out of door, 
You ſurely never heard the ſound before 
"Twas Honour made you form what ne er was found, 
Trunks full of letters buried under-ground; | 
And when you'd put us in a gaping trance, 
Honour had ſtole the Nor nin into France. 
But Honour, Johnny, is a brittle thing, | 
You ne' er will know it rightly till you ſwing.— 
Who Ons betrays for gain, wou'd all men ſtrike, 
And G— and C— to thee are both. alike. . 
Thou may?*it indeed a perfect Sidon * make thee, 
But Loyalifts and Facobites foxſake thee ; 
For what's a flitted noſe, or loſs of ears, 
To him who dau thus his conſcience ſears? 


JANUS. 
You may complain and all who re doom d to bleed, 
But Heav'n will ſure approve che virtuous deed. 


SIMON. 

Dear Mr. Secretary name not Heav'n, 
To thy black foul the other place is giv'n; 
For you, in artifice more knowing grown, 
Act deeds the firlt great traitor would d.ſown : 
The Devils boldly finn; d, and boldly fell, 
For which they merited their manſion Hell; 
But none to fave himſelf would peach his brother; 
Men are the only fiend; betray each other: 
Tnus nor on Earth nor Hell thy friends will prize thee, 
For eva the very devils will deſpiſe thee. 


JANUS. | 
No hope I have but this, and here I reſt, 
The fate of Tazsz lies pregnant in my breaſt; 
The Man that detray'd Trey. 


E 6 ] 
c =- ns. of P rs, Ell no diſtinctonm make, 
But ſtring the 1 = my maſter's! ſake. | 
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Well, well, dear oy thy refotves'are Halt 
And you'd ſeem honeſt tho tis out of ſpight. 
Go on, where'er a noble name you find, 
Be its deſtruction to your art aſſign'd ! | 
No matter how their Anceſtors have ſtood, 
Ferm to their country, with their wealth and Llood ; 
Nor does it aught avail how re behav'd, 
When on your ſide, their utmoſt force ye brav'd, 
When to the centre of tiie Ifle ye drove, 
And thought the Crown but diſtant one remove, 
How Zheſe with hearts united, ſtak'd their e/l, 
And vow'd by Royal. George, to riſe or fall. 


Ne'er heed you that, ſelect a noble few, 
Some who molt loyal were, moſt juſt and true, 


Let ſuch ſtand foremoſt in your ſable liſt, 
And what thou dar'ſt to form, on that inſiſt, 


Brand them as Rebels, and where facts muſt ceaſe, 
Let ripe invention and bold lies take place; 
Nay more, to crown thy ſcheme and clinch the joke, 
Arraign the G— 1s, and impeach the D— ; 
So ſhalt thou ſtring a finer thread of Plots, 
Be d for ſomething and ontdo old Orrs. 
JANUS. 

Well, you may fneer, but I by this will riſe 
To heights beyond the ken of, your weak eyes; 
From both fides merit thanks for diffrent ends, 
Shew one their Foes, and rother their falſe Friends. 

SIMON. 

What can'ſt thou hope? or how expect reward: 
From ſocial converſe, and all truſt debarr'd: 
Forſock, deſp sd, thy Carcaſe thou may'ſt ſave, 
And ſink with infamy, into thy grave; 
Wh. Iſt Eke a peſtilential blaſt thy name, 
Will with a pois' nous Stench be dama'd to fame. 


Hard words had follow d, but to end the fra y 
Came Vl. m- n, and drove them both away; 
One to his Prayers, which he had long forgot, 
And t'other to ne mud his Emôris Plot. 
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